no        THE THINGS WE ARE

" I don't think I should have chosen this
place to live in," she said*

"He's a queer chap." He drew a chair
up to the table and spread out Halliday's
notes.

" Oh, Lord," he said, and started up again.
" I've forgotten to bring any paper."

" Surely hell have some somewhere," she
said from her place by the window, without
turning round.

Bettington looked despondently into some
bookshelves.

"You get on with your old notes," she
said. " 111 find the paper, If I can't, 111
run out and get some."

"Thanks awfully ... I haven't got much
time."

She went to the Sheraton bureau. It was
locked, of course, She tiptoed along the
hearthrug, not to disturb Bettington, and
looked for the key on the mantel-piece; she
always kept her own there. It was like
playing hunt the thimble in a room where
some one was sleeping. She peered round
the edge of the hanging mirror. There it
was, She felt that she shared a secret.

She opened the desk. A pad of paper lay
neatly in the centre of a red blotter, She